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THE  "OLD  GREY  CITY"  BY  THE  SEA 


% 


HE  "OLD  GREY 

CITY"  iy  the  SEA 

H.  N.  F. 


% 


ST.  ANDREWS. 

n^HE  quiet  city  on  the  shore 
-■■       That  bears  the  name  Saint  Andrew  bore. 

We  love  the  streets,  so  broad  and  straight, 
That  lead  to  the  Cathedral  gate, 

Where  two  tall,  stately  ruins  stand, 
Guarding  the  graves  on  every  hand, 

Of  poets,  martyrs,  saints,  and  all 
Who  sleep  within  the  circling  wall. 

The  lovely  arches  of  the  Pends 

Lead  down  to  where  the  harbour  ends, 

That  shelters  boats,  and  swans,  and  ducks, 
While  the  old  pier  holds  back  the  rocks 

Which  lead  one  to  a  famous  cave, 
High,  hidden,  safe  above  the  wave. 
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ST.  ANDREWS. 

Though  battered  ;  strong,  courageous  yet, 
The  Castle  on  the  rock  is  set, 

Whose  drawbridge,  dungeons,  keep,  and  tower 
Point  to  many  a  fateful  hour. 

The  ghostly  lady,  all  in  white, 
Who  leaves  her  little  tower  at  night 

With  other  ghosts  that  haunt  the  town, 
As  Beaton,  Sharpe,  and  Hamilton. 

Queen  Mary's  house,  Queen  Mary's  tree. 
The  snowy  pigeons  on  the  lea — 

These  and  a  host  of  other  things 
Make  the  grey  city  fit  for  Kings. 


THE  MARTYRS'  MONUMENT. 

ly'INGS  nobly  reign,  kings  nobly  die, 
■■^^     War  surges  on,  oppressed  still  cry. 

But  firm  and  strong  and  bold  you  stand 
Unmoved  by  storms  on  sea  or  land. 

Fit  emblem  of  a  solid  faith 

That  bravely  stood  mid  strife  and  death. 

Faith  that  won  each  a  martyr's  crown 
How  honoured  is  the  "  Old  Grey  Town  "  ! 


THE  CITY  OF  DREAMS. 

T^HERE  is  no  spot  so  fair 

(You  may  search  many  lands) 
As  the  place  by  the  sea 

Where  the  grey  city  stands. 

There,  the  beautiful  mists, 
Like  the  softest  white  down, 

Gently  gather  at  night 
And  enfold  the  old  town. 

Lest  her  dreams  should  escape. 
And  her  turrets  should  fall, 

Phantom  mists  close  around 
Like  a  garrison  wall. 

They  steal  in  from  the  woods, 
And  creep  up  from  the  sea, 

Keep  the  city's  old  dreams 
Safe  for  you  and  for  me. 


EASTER  AT  ST.  ANDREWS. 

\V7HITE  swans  nesting  in  the  reeds, 

^^       White  ducks  floating  in  the  stream, 
White  lambs  sporting  in  the  meads, 
Hail  vdth.  joy  the  Easter  theme. 

Blackbirds  with  their  mellow  note, 
Thrushes  blending  song  with  song, 

Larks,  like  aerial  songsters  float. 
Chanting  Easter  to  the  throng. 

Birds  and  insects,  trees  and  flock, 

Flow^ers  and  every  bud  new  born. 
Sea  and  sun  and  cloud  and  rock, 
Thrill  with  joy  of  Easter  morn. 

Cuckoos  calling  out  of  sight, 
Robins  vaunt  their  scarlet  gay, 

Blossoms  wave  their  banners  white, 
Joyous  tribute  to  the  day. 
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EASTER  AT  ST.  ANDREWS. 

Anxious  crows  high  up  in  trees, 
Praising  God  for  young  and  home. 

Early  humming  of  stray  bees 

Sound  out  ''  Easter  Day  has  come." 

Soft  doves  floating  in  the  sun, 

Loving  well  God's  house  of  prayer, 

With  the  worship  of  God's  Son 
In  the  Easter  glory  share. 

Blending  all  with  note  sublime, 
"  Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day," 

Thus  the  message  of  the  chime 

Gladdens  hearts  that  praise  and  pray 
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KITTOCKS  DEN  IN  SPRING. 


IN    spring,  the  bold  sea  whispered  loving  secrets 
to  the  dell, 
The  words  its  wave  lips  uttered,  it  were  sacrilege 
to  tell. 


The     birds,     in     glorious     chorus,     sang     songs 

of  ecstasy 
When  the  dell,  a  bride  of  beauty,  went  forth  to 

join  the  sea. 

The  wild  hyacinths  decked  her  in  a  robe  of  royal 

blue, 
The    blazmg    yellow    gorse    proclaimed    her    love 

would  aye  be  true. 

The  primrose  put  around  her  brow  a  T\Teath  of 

shining  stars, 
The  violets  wove  a  carpet  to  protect  her  feet  from 

scars. 

The   glorious   sun   presided   in   his   splendid   robe 

of  gold, 
To  him,  their  priest,  with  reverence,  their  sacred 

vows  were  told. 


12 


KITTOCKS  DEN  IN  SPRING. 

Thus,   at   the   altar   beautiful,    fresh   carven   from  1 

the  rock,  1 

The  strong,  bold  sea  and  lovely  dell  their  promises  j 

they  took.  j 

The  black  cows  in  the  meadows  stood  stiQ,   and 

reverently 

They  gazed  in  awe  upon  the  scene  with  steady,  \ 

solemn  eye.  ! 

The  dell  in  all  her  beauty  to  the  sea  in   spring  ! 

was  wed,  ] 

The   larks   sang   a   Te   Deum   in   the   blue   vault  j 

overhead.  , 

Now,  when  the  lordly  sea  goes  out  with  stately 

ships  to  roam,  '' 

The  dell  harks  to  the  music  of  the  tide  that  brings  \ 

him  home.  i 
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THE  OLD  PIER. 

'T^HE  ancient,  rugged,  bent  old  pier 
■■-       Lives  on  in  dreams  from  year  to  year — 

Not  of  the  boats  with  flapping  sail 
That  seek  its  shelter  from  the  gale — 

Not  of  the  beacon  it  doth  hold 
Piercing  the  mirk  with  fairy  gold — 

Not  of  the  gulls  with  startled  cry 
That  swoop  before  a  threatening  sky — 

Not  of  the  ducks  which  gather  round 
With  noisy,  friendly,  quacking  sound. 

Showing  their  funny  diving  tricks 
Their  careless,  jolly,  gay  antics. 

These  are  the  things  of  every  day. 
In  dreams,  the  pier  lives  far  away. 

For  it  hath  links  with  many  lands 

And  clasps  these  tight  with  memory's  hands. 

Embedded  in  its  stones  you'll  find 

Hopes,  dreams,  and  thoughts  of  every  kind 
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THE  OLD  PIER. 

Uttered  by  youths  of  long  ago 
When  feet  went  pacing  to  and  fro — 

Feet  that  walked  with  a  scarlet  gown 
And  long  since  left  the  old  grey  town. 

Softly  listen  and  you  will  hear 
Many  a  tale  from  that  old  pier 

Of  some  whose  brilliant  days  are  done, 
Those  with  aspirings  just  begun, 

Of  some  who  passed  so  quickly  by 
Like  flashing  meteors  from  the  sky. 

Of  others,  who  have  gone  astray 
And  somehow,  sadly  lost  their  way. 

All  fondly  loved  the  old,  bent  pier 
And  told  their  secrets  in  its  ear. 

The  sweetest  music  now  it  hears 
Are  marching  feet  adown  the  years. 

The  rough  old  stones  with  joy  will  burn 
Should  any  of  those  feet  return. 
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GOLF. 

/^^H  !  come  along  the  Links  with  me, 
^^     I'll  show  you  things  you  never  see. 

While  you  pla}"  golf  upon  the  course, 
It's  edged  with  golden  yellow  gorse. 

When  you  are  looking  for  a  ball, 
The  sea  looks  like  a  great  blue  wall. 

And  when  you  count  and  count  your  score, 
The  waves  dance  in  upon  the  shore. 

Where  you  pick  up  your  clubs  and  things, 
The  grass  is  full  of  fairy  rings. 
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GOLF. 

When  you  look  up  to  shout  out  "  Fore," 
The  larks  sing  as  they  upward  soar. 

When  you  bend  down  to  find  your  tee, 
The  young  moon  rises  from  the  sea. 

And  when  she  bids  the  sun  "  Good-night," 
She  hears  your  'plaint  about  the  light. 

All  lost,  the  glory  in  the  west. 
Because  you  haven't  played  your  best. 
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A  JULY  EVENING— KINKELL  BRAES. 

CROM  the  heart  of  the  dying  sun 
^        Rich  token  of  a  proud  day  done, 
The  golden  shaft  across  the  Bay 
Cleft  by  the  ruined  towers  lay. 
Sentinels  tall  and  dark  they  stood. 
Twin  towers  guarding  the  golden  rod. 
The  summits  of  the  braes  command 
Glory  of  sky  and  sea  and  land, 
Clouds  and  sunsets  and  stretching  shore, 
Boats  dip,  dipping  the  patient  oar. 
Rocks  of  every  shape  and  colour, 
Stretch  to  meet  the  calm  blue  water. 
Behhid,  the  young  moon  climbs  the  sky, 
Surveys  the  scene  with  loving  eye 
And  sees  with  sweet  reflective  mood 
God's  handwork,  "  all  very  good." 
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A  POEM  FOR  CHILDREN. 


"  POOH'S  "  CORNER  (Lade  Braes). 

T   KNOW  a  little  wood 

Where  flowers  mid  grass  and  dew 
Peep  out  to  greet  the  spring. 
Don't  you  ?     Don't  you  ? 

And  in  this  little  wood 

I  know  a  corner,  too. 
With  house  and  bathing  pool. 

Don't  you  ?     Don't  you  ? 

A  drinking  dish  and  seat 

And  ''  P  "  that  stands  for  Pooh, 
I  think  it  all  so  sweet. 

Don't  you  ?     Don't  you  ? 

I  like  the  nooks  in  trees, 

Where  wrens  and  tom-tits  blue 

Can  nest  and  live  at  ease. 
Don't  you  ?     Don't  you  ? 

I  wish  this  little  lair 

Had  a  honey  pot,  too, 
And  "  Pooh,"  the  teddy  bear. 

Don't  you  ?     Don't  you  ? 
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COLLEGE  CHAPEL. 

/"^H,  lovely,  ancient  Chapel 

^-^     Where  our  youth  with  bowed  head. 

All  reverently  in  spirit 

Worship  with  the  silent  dead 

And  soar  beyond  the  present 

Glimpsing  where  the  future  lies 

Hid  in  the  mists  of  wonder, 

Dawning  beauty  and  surprise. 

Oh,  lovely,  ancient  Chapel 
Wondrous  memories  you  hold  : 
Men  staking  all  for  Freedom, 
Saints  and  martyrs,  preachers  bold, 
Who  published  from  your  pulpit 
In  those  days  of  strife  and  gloom 
The  story  of  the  future 
Carved  upon  the  Bishop's  tomb. 
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COLLEGE  CHAPEL.  j 

J 

Chapel,  rich  with  memories  ; 
Making  deep  emotions,  strong 

Move  and  stir  the  minds  of  men  ' 
Who,  to  every  age  belong, 

Ever  be  a  sanctuary  ■ 
Wherein  all  may  find  the  truth, 

A  radiant  faith  and  vision  i 

To  inspire  the  soul  of  youth.  j 
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THE  CASTLE. 

N.TOW  rest  from  the  strife 
'^  ^      Of  turbulent  life. 

And  sleep  on  the  shore 
Where  foes  come  no  more. 

Peace  with  you  abide 
And  join  with  the  tide. 

The  tune  of  a  song 
Of  old  days  agone. 
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POEM  FOR  YOUTH. 


THE  GATE. 

A     GATE  is  an  inviting  thing, 

And  patiently  stands  beckoning, 
"  Though  worlds  may  all  enclosed  be," 
It  says,  "  You  enter  can  by  me." 

A  gate,  it  is  a  lovesome  thing. 

With  sweet  surprises  in  its  wing, 

And  says,  "  OH  !  won't  j^ou  come  this  way, 
I've  something  new  to  show  to-day  ?  " 

A  gate  is  an  entrancing  thing. 

Vague  mysteries  await  its  swing, 
Alluring  paths  and  birds  that  sing, 
Tall  trees  and  sweet  flowers  blossoming. 

A  Gate  of  Life  wide  open  stands, 
One  points  within  with  lovely  hands. 

To  show  a  Garden  and  a  Tree, 

A  narrow  path,  a  river  free. 
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EVENING  AT  ST.  ANDREWS. 

COFT  grey  clouds,  slow  grey  clouds, 
^^     Pausing  where  romance  enshrouds. 

Cold  grey  sea,  great  grey  sea, 
Symbol  of  mfinity. 

Tumbling  waves,  joyous  waves. 
Splashing  rocks,  refreshing  caves. 

Soft  wet  sand,  red  brown  sand, 
Pathway  of  a  peerless  strand. 

City  lights,  starry  nights. 
Enchantment's  lure  to  ocean  sprites. 

Old  city,  grey  city. 

Rich  old  dreams  are  hid  in  thee. 

Old  city,  young  city, 

Old  days  and  new  unite  in  thee. 
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SUNSET  AT  ST.  ANDREWS. 

T^URQUOISE  blue,  with  gold  and  greys, 

■*•       Hills  asleep  beneath  the  haze, 
Evening  sky  !  I  gaze  and  gaze. 

Turquoise  blue,  with  greys  and  gold. 
Showing  mysteries  untold 
As  new  beauties  you  unfold. 

Gold  and  greys  and  turquoise  blue. 
Let  us  learn  of  you  anew, 
Glowing  life  holds  all  of  you. 
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ST.  ANDREWS,  DECEMBER,  1935. 

'T^HE  pageant  of  the  year 

Was  all  but  past, 
Its  best,  most  brilliant,  picture 
Was  the  last. 

A  golden  glory  blazed 

On  all  around. 
The  sparkling  silver  frost 

Gemmed  all  the  ground. 

Its  sands  were  nearly  out. 

The  year  was  olden, 
The  sun  upon  the  sand  dunes 

Made  them  golden. 

The  waves  beat  out  a  tune, 

A  requiem, 
The  city  bells  rang  out 

In  tune  with  them. 
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